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magic beauty that had been, nor so much as a par- 
ticle of drifting dust above its unseen ruins. And 
there, prosaic and unmistakable, were the opaque 
wooden walls of the little brown bungalow with its 
low-raftered roof and its meagre household furnish- 
ings!" 

Robert was still gripping Donald fast. 

"Good God!" he breathed. "What was it?" 



Donald made no reply, and looking at him Robert 
saw that he was incapable of speech. He seemed 
indeed suddenly to have become but the lifeless 
image of his late self. The something that had trans- 
figured him had been snatched from him in that 
moment, wholly obliterating in its withdrawal the 
strange new exquisiteness of his beauty. He was 
again only what he had been in the past, save that 
every feature now expressed a stricken conscious- 
ness of an irreparable loss. 



They stood thus together in dismayed silence, until 
at last, as if in some sudden undefined sense of 
revulsion, Donald disengaged his arm brusquely 
from Robert's, and moving away, stood looking 
drearily about him. Out of the gathering dusk the 
narrow walls of the little bungalow confronted him 
pitilessly — dark, bare and antagonistically real. 

"The ideal lost in the actual" he murmured tone- 
lessly. "Imagination — revelation — poetry — genius 
— lost — lost forever in the shackles of the real! 
Heaven forgive!" 

Breaking off abruptly as if awakening to remem- 
brance, he turned back to Robert, lovable and charm- 
ing again, but with the late transfiguring glamor 
irrevocably gone. 

"It's getting late, Bob. Do sit down" he said, 
gently apologetic. "You must be both tired and 
hungry." 

Grace Denio Litchfield 



THE SWANS OF FIONOLA 



Swans you are beneath the sun 
But when his bright race is run 
And along the skies afar 
Comes the calling vesper star, 
Then, remembering all you were, 
In your breasts old fires flare . 



Queens whose eyes like sapphire lamps 
Fed the tumult of dead camps; 
White princesses whose red lips 
Drew great captains from their ships, 
Ladies in whose morn-kissed hair 
Death for men laid gin and snare ! 



And when midnight Druids steep 
Mortals in the mists of sleep, 
Rising up from lake and stream 
Softer-pinioned than a dream, 
Whiter than the drifting spray 
Past the Moon you stream away. 



Silent all your silver words, 

Silent as the golden birds 

That in isles where no life gleams 

Still keep watch where iEngus dreams. 



Waiting, waiting for the morn 
When in Death's despite and scorn 
He shall rise up in his might 
Lord of loveliness and light! 

Eleanor Rogers Cox 




